Chapter k
The WOMAN
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OLGA WAS AWARE OF HER POSITION: THAT OF WOMAN,  NOT OF
a woman, but woman. Willingly or unwillingly, the lives of
all the men here were affected by her; some closely, some less
closely. They hummed like tops, circling towards her, away,
and towards again; like flies towards the honey pot. The
natural selection, of taste, in ordinary society did not func-
tion in Mokala. The law of sexual gravity, which oriented
men and women towards each other into pairs, was inopera-
tive here. Only desire remained. But desire, distorted,
alternately weakened by fever and stimulated by circum-
stance, was inconstant, inconsistent, flaming up and dying
down, burning first bright and then dimly. Reason, as it was
understood elsewhere, was without application. Reason
there was, but it was endemic reason, specialized, of a kind
which only appeared reasonable because of this particular
situation. Here the white man was the exotic. Everything
was in reverse. It was the negative of life, where black ap-
peared as white. Factor piled onto factor, event onto event,
influence onto influence, and the dark stream of each in-
dividual life flowed without guidance, without the influence
of public opinion, without news of the outer world. There
was the radio, but its news appeared irrelevant. The voices
that came over the air, though clearly audible, were so dis*
tant There were papers like Bentinck's Times, Channel's
Petit Parisien, and Owen's Saturday Evening Post, but they did